The T;«g»le of 

Whcrcrude mifgouernd hand* from windowes top$ ; 
Threw dull and rubbifti on King Rtchardshezd. 

Then fas I laid) the Duke great Bullingbrooln. 
Mounted vpon a hote and fierie ftcedc. 

Which his aipiring rider feemd to know 
With flow, but flat el/ pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cridc, God t'aue the Bnllingbrookc, 
fou would haue thought the very Windowes Ipake: 

So many greedy lookes of young and old, 

Through Cafemcnts darted their defiring eyes 
V pon his vifage, and that all the Walks, 

With painted imagery had faydatonce, 
lefu preferue the welcome Bullrngbrooks , 

Whilft he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke 
Belpakethem thus, 1 thanke you Countrymen ; 

And thus ftill doing, thus he part along. 

Dm. Alacke poore Richard) where rides he the whilfl ? 
Torkc , As in a T heater the eyes of men. 

After a well graced Atflor leaucs the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 

Euen lo, or with much more contempt mens eyes 
Did lcoule on gentle Richard, no man cried God fane him; 
No ioy tull tongue gaue him his welcome home, 

But dull was tiirownc vpon his facred head; 

Which with fuch gentle for row he Ihooke off. 

His face Hill combating with teares and /miles. 

The badges of his griefe and patience; 

That had not God for fomc ftrong purpofe ffecld 
The hearts of men, they mull perforce naue melted, 

A nd Barbarifme it Iclfe haue pittied him; 

But heauen hath ahand in thefe euents. 

To whofehigh will we bound our calme contents,, 
loBHllvtgbrookc arewc fwornc fubieft now, 

Whole ftate and honour 1 for aye allow. 

Dkf,. Hecre comes my lonne Aumerle. (Enter tAm. 

Torke* 
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Torke, Aumerle that was. 

But that is loft, for being Richards friend .* 

And Madam, you mult call him Rutland now : 

I am in Paliament pledge for his trueth 
And lading fealtic to the new made King, 

Dot. Welcome my fonne, who art the Violetsnow , 
That ftrew the greene lappe ofthe new-come Ipring. 

jdunt. Madam 1 know not nor I greatly care not) 

God knowesl had as liefe be noneas one. 

Well, beare you well in this new Ipringof time, 
Lead youbecropt before youcome to prime. 

What newes from Oxford?* o thefe iufts & triumphs hold 

oAum. For aught 1 know (my Lord) they do. 

Turks, You will be there I know. 

Aum. If God preuent not Ipurpofe fo. 

Torkg. What fcale is that that hangs without thy bofomi 
Y e a, look ft thou pale /let me lee the writtine. 

Atm. My Lord tis nothing. 

Torke. No matter then who lee it, 

I will be latifHcd, let mee lee the writting, 

Aum. I do beleech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of linali confluence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not hauefeenc/ 

I fare,! kt&f* forfonie rcaf °ns ffir) Imeanetofec, 

Dm. What fliould you feare* 

Tisnothing butfome band that he is entredinto 
For gay apparrell againft the triumph. 

Tirfe. Bound to himfcl fc,»h« Joth he with a bond 
Th.thc,, bound ,oJ Wife, thou jrtttfcolc" 
iioy : let me fee the writting 9 

Dm, What is the matter, my Lord /’ 1 

Torke, Ho, who is within there { faddle my horfe ; 
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